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One of the most amazing sights of the Palestine
campaign was that which accompanied an advance
by the British forces. From the remarkably clear
atmosphere of the hills or the desert they would
march into a veritable wall of flies and disease. So
numerous and so adhesive were these noxious insects
that men and horses would disappear beneath a
wildly humming covering of buzzing filthiness. They
could not have been more completely enveloped by
bee swarms. The medico's swagger cane would
thrust and parry, and shortly the plague would
disappear in one great incineration*
So poorly served were these soldiers of the Porte
that the first consideration, on capturing them, was
to inflate their stomachs. Time and time again I
came across men who for days had lived on the
husks which they had garnered from the fields at
night.
If Feisal killed his camels in his lightning passes,
the Turks tortured theirs. Feisal maintained his
animals in the pink of condition. They had to be
supremely fit to answer the calls he made upon them.
The Turks treated the dumb even worse than the
occasionally articulate. Fodder had to give way to
ammunition, and I seldom saw a Turkish camel or
pony which was not a hat-rack. Never was the
saddlery removed, and the British troops, after their
first essays at doing so, desisted. So galled and
calloused were these unfortunate beasts that to
remove a saddle was to take with it much that
remained of the animal. More often than not the
answer was a deep trench cut in the sand, with a
ramp at one end down which these sadly maltreated